IN ENGLAND                       55

with roses and flowering climbers running all over
the pretty frontage of each.    From one of these
cottages steps out a girl with a red cloak and as she
walks ahead and runs down a side-path the value
of contrast in nature is brought vividly before my
eyes. That the country was really so green I had no
idea, till that patch of red flutters past the newly-
out foliage of trees and bushes. This red cloak again
bears testimony to the thoughtfulness and artistic
perception of that good man I spoke of before.   It
vyas he who conceived the idea of giving away some
half-a-dozen of them to the best-behaved girls of
our village-school. Soon I come to the top of a little
eminence.    I have scarcely reached it* when the
mansion of the worthy gentleman meets my admiring
gaze.    Here by the gateway is the small private
church half-concealed by the overhanging umbrage-
ous trees, and there by the fine sweep of the broad
drive are the giant cedars rearing up their mighty
height from a perfectly kept lawn.   And as I walk
on, the high, glossy-leaved laurel-hedge accompanies
me for a little while and then abruptly comes to an
end, opening to view at the same time a terraced
garden with rockeries and rhododendrons and a
maze of winding walks all looking, in spite of a
certain pervading order, as wild and natural as they
possibly can be.  And there above all this gathered
splendour of wild and cultivated nature rises the
noble mansion of faultless proportions with art
written on every gable and strength on every turret
of it, and with just a touch of modernity on one of the
porches where stand in triumphant unity the flags